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hand on his knee, just for an instant, letting it pause there:
a white, red-tipped butterfly of a hand, hesitant in its flight
from her lap and back again.
'You will stay, won't you, Mr. Wilson? The doctor is right,
it will give us pleasure. Mr. Bentinck will not mind. I will
arrange it with him.5
Retief was watching her with sheep's eyes from across the
room. No, not sheep's eyes; with spaniel eyes. It was curious
the way she called men by their surnames even in her mind.
It was his eyes... they were so pathetic... which had made
her *.. but now they only irritated her. They were so sad.
She thought of von Brandt's eyes, brilliant, shining. Eyes of
china blue: the eyes of a Prussian.
fil will be delighted, Mrs. Le Blanc, if you are sure it will be
no trouble.'
Wilson was surprised to hear his own words. He had
meant to stay with Bentinck. He hoped this change would
not offend him. But the Station was intoxicating. It was not
just the cocktails and the Pernod that had followed them. It
was the place itself. The atmosphere... the grandeur of the
scenery; the altitude; the paradox of snow on the equator; of
roses and strawberries; and above all, of the strange people
who 'were gathered here. What a charming woman Mrs.
Le Blanc was! So understanding and sympathetic. And he
had promised Frazer.., There was a lot he wanted to see
here, he discovered. To see was a way of forgetting. Por the
last two hours he had almost forgotten that he had to forget.
For two hours he had been free of his past: free even of the
future. He had lived for the moment alone. He had come a
long way in more ways than one since yesterday. And there
was something in what Mrs. Le Blanc had said about its being
more healthy. It would be stupid to get a go of fever when
there was no necessity for it.
The professor came up to him. He was in a very good
mood, a delightful man.